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llth November, he could not have seen one page of Guy
Mannering, since he in that letter announces that the
new novel of his nameless friend would depict manners
more ancient than those of 1745, And yet it is equally
certain, that before The Lord of the Isles was published,
which took place on the 18th of January, 1815, two vol-
umes of Guy Mannering had been not only written and
copied by an amanuensis, but printed,
Scott thus writes to Morritt, in sending him his copy
of The Lord of the Isles: —
TO J. B. S. MOBBITT, BSQ,, M. P., WOKTHIN'O,
bdihbuk<w, ItHh January, 1815.
my dear morritt, — I have been very foolishly put-
ting off my writing until I should have time for a good
long epistle; and it is astonishing what a number of
trifles have interfered to prevent my commencing- on a
great scale. The last of these has been rather of an ex-
traordinary kind, for your little friend Walter has chose
to make himself the town talk, by taking what Hoomod
to be the small-pox, despite of vaccination in Infancy,
and inoculation with the variolous matter thereafter,
which last I resorted to by way of making UHKurance
double sure. The medical gentleman who attended him
is of opinion that he has had the real small-pox, but it
shall never be averred by me —for the catastrophe of
Tom Thumb is enough to deter any thinking perww from
entering into a feud with the cows- Walter in quite well
again, which was the principal matter 1 was interested
in. We had very nearly been in a bad aerape, for 1 had
fixed the Monday on which ho sickened, to take him with
me for the Christmas vacation to Abbot«f<mL It is
probable that he would not have pleaded headache when
there was such a party in view, especially as we were to
shoot wild ducks one day together at CauldsltielH Loch;
and \ridat the consequence of such a journey might have
been, God alone knows.

